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NICOLLE ROCHINO was always that weird, quiet girl 
drawing by herself in the corner. Now that she’s older, she’s 
still pretty weird, but now she’s more bubbly and extrovert- 
ed; not to mention, she’s a brand-new edition to the Review 
staff that we don’t ever want to lose! This Pharmacy major 
takes time out of her crazy, science-filled schedule to draw 
fantastic comics and illustrations just for us. Her interests 
include scruffy men, quirky movies, and an intense obses- 
sion with hats (she casually owns more than 20...). One of 
the few Asians with freckles and the “Taylor Swift” of com- 
ics, Nicolle is a unique and completely adorable soul. She’s 
also destined to become a superhero: pharmacist by day and 
famous webcomic artist by night. 

Living Beyond The Stereotypes, page 12 


SARAH BETH KAYE is not from New Jersey. Born in 
California, she grew up in Pennsylvania, eventually mak- 
ing it to Central NJ to study Planning & Public Policy at 
Rutgers. In Pennsylvania, Sarah pet a lot of cows. (She lived 
next to a farm.) Nowadays, she enjoys eating ice cream, go- 
ing on adventures, watching documentaries, and painting 
her nails. In her wildest dreams, she hopes to open a school. 
In her not-so-wild dreams, she wants to be the best mom 
ever, like one that sews her kids’ Halloween costumes. If you 
see someone in an ugly sweater, say “Hi Sarah Beth!” and it 
might be her. Sarah Beth has been a faithful contributor to 
the Rutgers Review for a handful of issues and some of her 
writing can be found on our blog. We’re lucky to have her! 
Thanks, Sarah Beth! 

Your Official Guide To Snacking, page 6 


CALEB RECHTEN never attended class before college. 
After being homeschooled his whole life, Galeb developed 
an incredible sense of individuality and creativity especially 
with his art and music. In his spare time, he authors his own 
fiction-site (Ambiguoustales.com). Check that out if you like 
choose-your-own-adventure stories. When he’s not writing, 
Caleb likes to make music, play video games, draw, and play 
MTG. Perhaps you’ve seen Caleb with his guitar strapped 
to his back or changing his tires around campus. Caleb has 
been writing for the Review for quite some time now, always 
adding a unique perspective to the music section, and we 
couldn’t be more stoked to have him. 

Reaching Musical Puberty, page 22 


An abstract self-portrait by Edward Reep 


ood is not awesome because it provides the 
eater with a pleasant physical sensation upon 
consumption. Food is also not awesome 
because it prevents the eater from dying on 
account of providing energy that the eater’s body uses to 
keep vital organs running. No, food is awesome because 
of all the psychological and social aspects associated 
with it. The adventure of trying a new recipe. The 
bonding that occurs when going out to eat with some- 
one. The beauty of each dish. The sense of purpose with 
each trip to the grocery store. The way Food Network 
shows engage you just as much as well-written dramas. 


The excitement that builds up inside you when you anx- 


iously await a delicious meal. These are the spiritual joys 
of food. Yes, the physical experience of food is notable, 
and eating is perhaps the most pleasurable of physical 
experiences, even more pleasurable than sex for some, 
but it is mental pleasures that really have lasting mean- 
ing. We talk about the acquisition of food a few times in 
this issue of the Review. I hope you buy a sandwich from 
The Fresh Grocer or WaWa or Quik Chek or someplace 
like that after reading this. Know it is not the sandwich 
itself that is important. 
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YOUR OFFICIAL 
GUIDE TO SNACKING 


by Sarah Beth Kaye 


nacks are the most important meal 
of the day. Breakfast is good for 
learning, dinner is good for dates, 
but snacks keep kids going. I per- 
sonally like to buy snacks at con- 
venience stores. They’re full of 
options and have important items like chocolate 
milk and individual snack cakes. Through my 
travels P’ve experienced a wide variety of con- 
venience stores and all they have to offer. Below 
are reviews of local convenience store chains in 
the area that I visit frequently. 
May this guide show you the way to your own 
version of convenience store happiness. 


1/11 


Smells weird. I can't pinpoint the origin of the 
unique stench that every 7/11 I’ve ever been in 
emanates, but I think it's caused by the small 
toaster ovens housing their signature empana- 
das, which are really just beef filling shoved into 
a soft corn chip. I’m on to you, 7/11! On the plus 
side, with two conveniently located on George 
Street, it's the best place to pick up mixers for 
your next social engagement or cult ritual. The 
most important 7/11 component is the Slurpies. 
Found nowhere else on earth, Slurpies are a mix- 
ture of ice, food coloring, abstract flavoring, and 
magic. They cause instant brain freeze as well as 
sugar highs. Contrary to the belief that Step Up 
3 stemmed, Slurpies do not float when you dump 
them over an air vent. They do, however, create 
technicolor vomit when you drink too much at 
once. 


„ÊÊÊ, 


QuickCheck 


The very first Quick Chek was built in Dunel- 
len, a small town 20 minutes away from New 


Brunswick. Upon entering this fine establish- 
ment I asked the cashier what she thought about 
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working at the original store. She said she was 
“not excited at all” and “definitely didn’t think 
it should be a historical landmark.” We can 
agree to disagree. Quick Chek blasts extreme- 
ly catchy dance music that makes you want to 
groove while picking out your favorite kind of 
Arizona Iced Tea. A unique feature is that they 
sell pre-peeled hard-boiled eggs, which is cool if 
you need a protein blast and want your breath to 
smell like a retirement home. My favorite part 
of Quick Chek is the magazine rack. They have 
literature for every taste including hunting and 
fishing, tattoos, celebrities, Boy Scouts, and soft- 
core pornography. Bonus point: made-to-order 
sandwiches. 


KKK K 


WaWa 


WaWa is the mecca of convenience stores. When 
people tell me they’ve never been there, I feel 
like Jehovah’s Witnesses must feel while work- 
ing in a neighborhood of atheists: destroyed. 
WaWa has its own milkshake machine where 
you can load your favorite milkshake base and 
choose thickness and other factors to perfect 
your milkshake experience. No longer do you 
have to worry about bringing your milkshakes 
to the yard because WaWa already has them. 
They have thousands of sandwich options, pre- 
made salads, fruit in cups, small packets of ap- 
plesauce, and Tastykakes. The only downside is 
they don’t have good non-food items. No mini- 
thins or band-aids, so if you’re raiding a conve- 
nience store to survive in the wilderness, WaWa 
isn’t your best choice. However, I would still say 
that WaWa’s the more experienced lover of con- 
venience stores: it knows exactly what you want 


and when to give it to you. 


kkk 
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Richard Simmons 
Takes (Little) Manhattan 


by Lizzie Roberts 


I’ve been running for a solid six years, so Id con- tual bike rode by (no helmet, mind you), proceeded 
sider myself relatively seasoned. ve run many to stare VERY obviously, continued riding past me, 
races in many places. None, however, provide quite turned around, rode back towards me, stared very 
as unique an experience as running in our beloved obviously AGAIN, and called out something like 
“Little Manhattan.” “Dayum girl—you could get it!” He then casually 


Back home in good ol” South Jerz (Cape turned around and rode away, with one or 


May County, to be more specific), run- two backward glances. 
ning is a much different experience. 
First, there are absolutely NO hills, 
unless you count various ocean and 


bay-spanning bridges. Second. 


Once again. I don’t run at shady 
times. It was noon. I find it par- 
ticularly disturbing that one can 
be heckled by creepy dudes not 
it’s a relatively quiet area, so 
I don’t typically see creepy 
men lurking outside of the 


only while crawling around 
the streets of New Brunswick 
at night but also in broad day- 
liquor store on my daily light in running attire. Mind 
9 am jog. Lastly, it’s you, this running attire leaves 
not a busy area, save me looking like a female 
for the summer; I don’t Richard Simmons: run- 
have to dodge traffic ning tights, baggy shirt, 
and the occasional 
headband. 
Even more recent- 
ly, I was stopped at 


the same unfortunate 


or even remotely pay 
attention to the roads 
Tm running on. 

Yet running in 
New Brunswick has 
proven to be full of in- bench. A dapper, middle- 
teresting and perplexing aged man with the cutest lil? 
experiences. Flashback | dog wandered up to me. Said 
to freshman year. I was | dapper gentleman and I were 
on one of my first runs in // engaging in friendly chitchat, 
the New Brunswick area, mostly about his cute dog, when 
trolling around Buccleuch said dog sniffed his way over to 
Park. I was running up an me. I offered my hand in a friendly, 
uncomfortably steep hill I-love-your-species kind of way. Max, 
when suddenly, a slender, old the ll fella’s name was, proceeded 
Asian man whizzed by me in to lift his leg and attempted 

to PEE on me! Luckily, I 


; Aw skipped out of the line of 


a neon ensemble, complete 
with biking vest and helmet. 


Mind you, he wasn’t actually fire, which missed me by a 


riding a bike, just casually running up a hill. It was narrow four inches. 
roughly 10am. And we weren’t engaging in any ac- Still though, I never miss an early morning jog. 
tivity that required a helmet. At home, I find myself less motivated to get outside 


Another strange experience: I was running and run. So I guess my point is that as long as I 
this semester at Johnson Park in Piscataway and live in New Brunswick, I'll still be out there, getting 
stopped to stretch on a bench. I was touching my peed on by random dogs while dodging cars and 
toes when a very large, very scary man on an ac- people in my Richard Simmons attire. @ 


Art by Nicolle Rochino 
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RU SCREW: 


Financial Aid Edition 


by Kelly Barton 
Art by Jordan Wason 


I don’t have proof that Rutgers and New Jersey 
are in cahoots to prevent me from graduating in 
the spring, but the circumstances are becoming 
unnervingly suspicious. Last issue we printed an 
article about Student Life and the topics too taboo 
to discuss among students, one of which I’ve be- 
come too familiar with: the RU Screw. 

Under the false pretenses of financial security I 
transferred to Rutgers after two years on scholar- 
ship at High School 2.0, Burlington County Col- 
lege, feeling for the first time like I had a shot at an 
actual education and a semi-normal college expe- 
rience. After meeting with financial aid advisors 
and accepting a work-study position, my junior 
year was set. 

I got through the year okay; a few bumps 
along the way, but for the most part I remained 
unscathed. 

This year has been an entirely different story. 
In the beginning of the summer when I got my 
award status email, I found half the grants and 
aid I'd received last year were absent, along with 
my work-study job. Apart from these losses, noth- 
ing had changed in my financial status; in fact I, 
like many other Americans, am much worse off 
this year than last. Despite filing both my taxes 
and FAFSA well before national deadlines, the 
financial aid office claimed I missed a mystery 
deadline to qualify for work-study. Feeling igno- 
rant, I asked around, first calling the office asking 
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what went wrong and what there was to remedy 
the situation as I relied on that job for rent and 
bills. In their response, they told me that an ap- 
peals process was non-existent and it’d be fruitless 
to even try as work-study funds were exhausted. 

How, with raised tuition and a half-a-million- 
dollar university president salary, could work- 
study disappear for people whose financial situa- 
tions hadn’t changed from previous years? I felt 
like a moron for missing something as obvious as 
a deadline, but I came to find that not only was 
I among many others who didn’t know about the 
deadline but that several people offered jobs had 
no need for them. 

Then there was the loss of my grants. Awarded 
several thousand dollars less than last year, I be- 
gan to panic. How was I going to fund my senior 
year? Without work-study or breathing room from 
tuition aid, I called every person I could for any 
kind of assistance I could. I begged Financial Aid 
for guidance, for help and answers. What I got 
was an ominous acknowledgment that I was in a 
corner without an exit strategy. 

I spent breaks at work on the phone, scribbling 
notes about what to do, which road to take. Upon 
demanding answers for why I received less fund- 
ing, I was essentially told that I was a senior and 
unfortunately they had run out of funds for me. 
Translation: we kinda helped you get this far, and 
now we're going to make sure you can’t complete 


Buried in bureaucracy 


your last twenty-some credits because we know we 
aren't going to get any more money from you. 

I called banks, credit card companies, spent 
hours researching online for some way to get any 
money. I found that I didn’t qualify for a private 
loan on my own, and that despite living and sup- 
porting myself for almost a year, the world didn’t 
even recognize me as an adult. 

Frustrated and losing sleep, I developed anxi- 
ety that has yet to subside. 

But because the Universe has nobody else to 
thwart, the New Jersey Higher Education Assis- 
tance Authority decided that my FAFSA needed 
to be reviewed two weeks into the semester. The 
grants I was given were shirked from my reward 
and instead of seeing a minuscule refund check, I 
got a bill from the university threatening my sta- 
tus as a student. 

Without other options, I complied. I sent in 

papers well before deadlines and 

waited anxiously to hear 
that I had been re- 
approved for 
my grants. It 
wasn’t until 

a month 

later, at 


CULTURE 


the end of October, that the state informed me T 
had never turned in any documents at all and I 
was running the risk of losing my grants entirely. 
After calling offices I learned that only half of 
my documents were missing, despite them being 
mailed in the same envelope. For the third time, I 
mailed them back, and as I write this, I’m still in 
this fiscal limbo. Now, because my grants were re- 
voked, my account at Rutgers has been put on hold 
as registration for my final semester approaches. 

Instead of having the opportunity to live with 
some semblance of mental comfort, ve spent 
the last four months worrying about my future at 
Rutgers, my senior year, which stereotypically is 
supposed to be one of the best of my life. I have 
become increasingly jaded and bitter, counting 
down the seconds before I can escape this quick- 
sand Rutgers and New Jersey has confined me to. 
Frequently I weigh my options, wondering if all 
of this stress is worth a little piece of paper. As I 
find silvers in my hair and even lose an appetite 
for chocolate, rarely does staying in school reign 
champion. 

I walk on campus resenting those around me 
who attend classes without worrying about finish- 
ing school. But I realized that I can’t hold their 
fortune against them, so I’ve learned to spend my 
time condemning the incredibly manipulative 

system Rutgers—and I’m sure many other col- 
leges—have in place. 

What I’ve discerned from being so fero- 
ciously tormented by the RU-Screw is that the 
higher powers at this institution don’t care if I 

graduate or not, and that as pessimistic as it 

is, the school that I worked so hard to attend 

is nothing but a business and a disgusting 

one at that. The only conclusion that I 

can come to from this unresolved 

situation is that unless you're fi- 

nancially stable, higher educa- 

tion is a gambit. And I had no 

Admiral Ackbar to warn me 
about this trap. @ 
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A GPS for your car? Fine. Smartphones? Okay. Com- 
puterized glasses that superimpose information onto 
your field of vision? That’s where I draw the line. 

When I first saw Google’s video of a Project Glass 
prototype, “glasses” currently in development that 
contain a tiny computer screen, I thought it was a joke. 
Some bizarre sci-fi fantasy from a world where people 
find out the temperature by glancing outside to see 
the “58°” bubble materialize in front of their eyes. A 
world where people reroute themselves based on real- 
time alerts that appear as they’re descending the subway 
stairs—followed by interactive maps that point them to 
another station. A world where people can’t ignore text 
messages because they literally slide into view, demand- 
ing precedence over the (real) sandwich you were just 
enjoying. It certainly doesn’t seem like our world. 

The scary thing is it might be soon. 

Why is this such a problem? After all, most of the 
information provided by Project Glass in the ad includes 


W MESSAGE 
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things we already access with smartphones and such— 


texting your friends, checking the weather—so what’s 
wrong with taking the contraptions out of the way? Pro- 
ponents of Project Glass and other “intelligence aug- 
mentation” products express this line of thinking: it’s 
actually a way to integrate the let-me-look-that-up phe- 
nomenon created by smartphones more seamlessly into 
our everyday lives. Im not a technophobe—texting is 
great; laptops are lifesaving, and I rely on my GPS more 
than I'd like to admit. But the boundary that they’re 
trying to eliminate is one that I don’t think should be 
crossed, no matter how closely we’re already brushing 
up against it. 

For example, anyone who has Facebook has experi- 
enced (or lives in fear of) accidentally referring to some- 
thing in conversation that you have no way of knowing 
besides seeing it on somebody’s profile. For that matter, 
some people have a completely different personality on- 
line than they do in real life, leading you to wonder if ev- 
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eryone’s going through an identity crisis or if you’re just 
crazy. As awkward and disorienting as such occurrences 
might be, Project Glass has the potential to completely 
destroy your sense of reality. A recent New York Times 
article suggested that using facial recognition technol- 
ogy, a LinkedIn or Facebook profile could pop up along- 
side a person that you’re meeting for the first time. In 
what capacity besides corporate networking would this 
not be horrifying? Are they intentionally trying to dis- 
tort normal social interaction beyond recognition? So- 
cial networking has plenty of flaws in its own right. Let’s 
not set ourselves up for disaster straight from the get- 
go by replacing a three-dimensional person with their 
photos and likes and carefully-worded statuses. And re- 
ally, if you need that much background knowledge about 
somebody, why not just ask? 

Information technology is meant to be a tool, not a 
part of the natural environment and certainly not your 
personal tour guide for life. The ability to let random 
ideas float around, melt together and bubble up inside 
your head is one of the coolest things about your mind. 
Why deny yourself the endless stream of possibilities 
that come from free association in favor of life as in- 
terpreted by the Internet? Pm all for using Google as a 
quick resource, but I don’t want it to anticipate my next 
move and bombard me with suggestions without giving 
me a chance to think about it myself. 

Think about the last time you took a wrong turn. 
Maybe it made you late for work, brought you to a dead 
end, or prevented you from turning around for a good 
15 minutes. But maybe it led you on an unexpected road 
trip or took you to the best diner you’ve ever eaten at or 
helped you bond with the random people in your car- 
pool. A lot of the experiences that I followed on a whim 
or by accident led to some of my favorite memories and 
closest friends—things you can’t find by following your 
GPS, no matter how customized and comprehensive it is. 

The fact that we can create such versatile devices 
to do things for us shows the range of our intelligence, 
drive, and persistence ... right now. But as life gets eas- 
ier, we become more dependent on technology. We’re 
essentially setting up future generations for brains full 
of mush. As H.G. Wells writes in The Time Machine, 
“This has ever been the fate of energy in security; it takes 

to art and to eroticism, and then come languor and de- 
cay.” I never thought Id quote a sci-fi book, but I also 
never thought we might one day be walking around with 
computers attached to our faces. We need to exercise 
our brains if we want to keep them, since a society that 
gets used to having instantaneous information will be 
hard-pressed to function without it. I don’t want perfect- 
ly-engineered solutions blinking at me from the corner 
of a lens. If we stop taking risks, we stop exploring and 
bumbling our way to new discoveries, and then it doesn’t 
matter what choices we make. @ 
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LIVING 


BEYOND 


THE STEREOTYPES 


by Gioia Kennedy 


My weight has always been a burden I’ve had to metaphorically and physically carry around with me. Our 
society has many terms for my condition: “overweight,” “plump,” “chubby” or more bluntly “fat” frequent 
the list of adjectives used to describe my and about half of the rest of the population’s “problem.” These 
adjectives are also the words that have haunted my thoughts from when I first realized I didn’t live up to 
what we deem “normal.” 

I remember the first time I recognized I was different from everyone else. It was after school one day 
when I was about eight. Like every other day after school in third grade, I rushed over to my next-door 
neighbor’s to play on their fabulously-new swing set. Ahhh the glory days. When all I had to worry about 
was making sure I heard my mom’s voice when she called me home; when my worst fear was missing an epi- 
sode of Arthur or Zoom. (Shout out to all my readers who grew up with bunny ear antennas on their T Vs!) 
I said hello to my friends and jumped on the swing set, my little legs pumping so I could get as high as pos- 
sible. When swinging got boring, I loved to jump and sail through the air. More often than not, it was not a 
graceful landing. This time, however, I stuck it! When I turned to my friends to gloat, they were snickering. 
After a few agonizing minutes of getting them to tell me what was so funny, one of them blurted, “It’s just 
that your legs jiggled when you landed.” And another one chimed in saying, “My mom told me that if I eat 
too much candy, I'll start to get as big as you!” At the time, I brushed off their comments, happy to jump 
into a new game of tag or scooter around their nicely-paved driveway. 


Art by Nicolle Rochino 
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For some reason, when I got 
home that night I didn’t ask my mom 
about what the other kids had told 
me. I didn’t question if it mattered 
that my legs jiggled or why it should. 
It was moments like this, though, 
that I held onto in my mind. Each 
memory was like a stone I picked up 
on the way through my childhood. 
I just put it in my pocket and kept 
walking. Eventually, though, they 
began to weigh me down (even more 
than the extra weight on my body). 
Whenever I felt most horrible about 
myself I would remember a fam- 
ily friend shaking her head when 
I grabbed another cookie, telling 
me if I wasn’t careful I would keep 
“packing on the pounds.” Or the dis- 
appointed look on my mom’s face 
whenever Pd have to tell her a pair 
of jeans didn’t fit me anymore. Their 
comments created a sick self-loath- 
ing that was hard to shed. 

When I was in high school, I 
joined the soccer team and slimmed 
down to a more “average” size. 
However, the insecurities I had col- 
lected growing up did not go away. 
In a sense I think our society has a 
way of making us feel like we don’t 
deserve certain privileges that oth- 
ers are granted because we don’t fit 
a certain ideal. Because I was over- 
weight I didn’t deserve to wear nice 
clothes. I didn’t deserve to have a 
crush on a cute guy in my English 
class. I didn’t deserve to be outspo- 
ken. So I hid away, filling my life 
with a few good friends and becom- 
ing an outsider looking in. I watched 
movies and read books to feel hu- 
man connections because I didn’t 
think I deserved too many of those 
either. 

I’ve noticed recently that we as a 
society have been making strides to 
reverse the stereotype of being over- 
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weight. TV series like Girls fight to prove that we can live normal 
lives. Hannah, the main character, admits during one of my fa- 
vorite scenes, “I’m 13 pounds overweight, and it has been awful 
for me my whole life!” It’s a pivotal moment in the episode that 
offers comedic relief from a heavy argument but also pinpoints 
the stupidity of how much a trivial amount of weight can change 
your whole outlook on life. Actresses like Jennifer Lawrence, who 
refuse to lose weight so they can look better on camera, also offer 
inspiration to young girls and young adults like me. More impor- 
tantly, though, I think we should throw away our negative view of 
those who are overweight so we don’t pass it on to our own kids or 
anyone else for that matter. 

I don’t wish upon anyone the insecurities that have followed me 
throughout my childhood and until now. And I think it’s time for 
me to throw away those stone-like memories I’ve been collecting 
for years, to lessen the emotional weight I’ve had to carry around. 
And I encourage all those reading this, whatever stereotype you’ve 
been defined by, whether it be “fat” or “weird” or “ugly,” to do the 
same if you haven’t already. Because we all deserve to gain confi- 
dence and be happy. e 
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by Alysia Slocum 


Everyone loves a great cinematic bromance. 
Just look at how adorable Troy and Abed from 
the NBC show Community are. The two male 
characters have the beautiful unlikely friend- 
ship between a film nerd and a jock. They also 
have endless adventures, their own handshake, 
and eventually move in together to live in best 
friend paradise. Except, why do we call it a 
“bromance” when guys are great friends? I'm 
guessing it has something to do with Western 
society’s aversion to men touching each other. 
Notably, we don’t seem to have a cutesy name 
for when girls are friends. Girls are allowed 
to bond and hug and snuggle, but men can’t 
because “that would be gay.” And apparently, 
that would be bad. But now, in a culture where 
every time men embrace they have to do an 
assumedly-masculine back pat, there is a void 
in all of our hearts for male camaraderie, and 
no one knows where to get their guy love fix. 
Likely, it’s why we are all so obsessed with 
male friendships on TV. 

“Look how cute they are!” we say every time 
Troy and Abed fake-film their bizarre morn- 
ing talk show entitled “Troy and Abed in the 
Morning.” We coo, “They are just so sweet,” 
every time the boys high- five each other. Are 
Britta and Annie, in the show, cute and sweet? 
No. Because they are girls, and girls, society 
dictates, are supposed to be affectionate. 

I think of Troy and Abed when I see my fa- 
ther shake my brother’s hand to greet him but 
then gives me a kiss on the cheek. I think of 
Troy and Abed when I hear a guy on campus 
offensively start a sentence with “No homo, 
but I really like him.” (Really? You really felt 
the need to emphasize that your affection for 
men is never homoerotic?) I think of Troy and 
Abed most of the time when I watch young 


“NO HOMO, BUT | REALLY 
LIKE HIM.” 

(REALLY? YOU REALLY 

FELT THE NEED TO EMPHASIZE 
THAT YOUR AFFECTION 

FOR MEN IS NEVER 
HOMOEROTIC?) 


guys interact because I note that the com- 
munity college dream team is more genuine 
and unaffected by social norms than most off- 
screen friendships. When characters on the 
show comment on the two’s “strange bond,” 
the boys reply in sync, “They’re just jealous.” 
I agree. At least, I’m jealous. 

I would love to live in a world where there 
are Troys and Abeds everywhere, creating 
Spanish rap songs in the “biblioteca.” And I 
would love to live in a world where every time 
men profess their love for each other they 
wouldn’t feel compelled to preface their dec- 
laration with how platonic they meant their 
assertion to be. I find solace in how popular 
the two Community characters are with young 
adults. Others, then, must be feeling similarly 
and also use the show comedy series as a filler 
for their male-bonding void. Others must also 
have distaste for the constant state of emotion- 
al terror and homophobia that people seem to 
allow their friendships to be hindered by. Or 
they just love watching great comedy. Because 
the show is also that. @ 
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The trial is over, the charges have been made: 
Pussy Riot is going to jail. After widespread protest 
and coverage from news outlets across the globe, 
the Russian court system was unswayed. Two of 
the members of the band, Maria Alyokhina and 
Nadezhda Tolokonnikova, have been sentenced to 
women’s prison camps (essentially gulags), and a 
third member, Yekaterina Samutsevich, has been 
let off on probation. Other members of the band 
have fled the country in efforts to avoid prosecu- 
tion. Not even Madonna’s cries of “Free Pussy 
Riot!” could save them from the Russian courts. 

The major reason this story picked up so much 
momentum over the past several months is be- 
cause the charges held against the members of 
Pussy Riot were vastly disproportionate to the acts 
they committed. Earlier this year, February 21st, 
members of the band staged a performance at the 
altar of Moscow’s Cathedral of Christ the Saviour, 
calling upon Putin’s administration for the separa- 
tion of church and state. They were criticizing the 
church’s involvement with Putin’s election cam- 
paign, shouting phrases such as “St. Maria, Vir- 
gin, drive away Putin!” Shortly after they began, 
security officials moved in to stop them. 
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People make shallow claims of how they “dis- 
respected” the church, but ultimately no one was 
harmed and no property was damaged. Their pro- 
test was a peaceful and symbolic one. That’s why 
the Russian police could not arrest them on any 
charges other than “Hooliganism.” Hooliganism, 
people! These women weren't sent to two years 
in a work camp for grand theft auto, or for arson, 
or for assault. No. They were sentenced for what 
translates to “goofing around!” Sure, their mes- 
sage goes far deeper than that, but according to 
their charges, the Russian legal system didn’t see 
much value in their words. 

To claim their arrest was for the disrespect of 
the church is skewed because in the lyrics they 
did very little to insult the church. Putin was their 
primary focus, criticizing his oppressive methods 
for perpetual re-election. It should be alarming 
whenever we see anyone on the world stage who is 
essentially imprisoned for criticizing their nation’s 
leader. Such an abuse of power and denial of one’s 
right to freedom of speech is something that the 
majority of Western society would typically raise 
their fists in solidarity against. So why is it that 
the majority of Pussy Riot supporters have taken 
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down their arms and shifted away their gaze? 

The fault lies primarily in Western media’s 
portrayal of the group. It should be no surprise 
that Western culture has failed to recognize Pussy 
Riot as what they truly are: a collective of radical 
feminists intent on altering the cultural and so- 
cial norms that are the tools of oppressive systems. 
These women aren’t simply a liberal group of cute, 
riot grrrl punks. Major news outlets seem to be far 
more preoccupied with discussing the members’ 
sexual appeal than their progressive political aims. 
We may have moved beyond an age where women 
are restricted to the kitchen, but it would seem that 
we are not anywhere near capable of looking be- 
yond women’s physical appearance and accepting 
them as strong political activists. 

In The New Republic, Tolokonnikova was dubbed 
“the opposition’s sultry new sex symbol.” US News 
referred to her “Angelina Jolie lips.” In the same 
article they referred to another member’s “pre- 
Raphaelite” looks. Not to mention the Ukrainian 
Playboy invited one of the members to do a cover 
photo. 

All of these media outlets have sexualized the 
band members and detached them from their core 
message. The primary reason they wear balaclavas 
is to avoid any association with sex symbols. Their 
aim is to have words speak far louder than looks. 

But it’s not only Western media to blame for the 
dying flames of their international support; it is the 
supporters as well. All those who rallied behind 
Madonna, Sting, and the Red Hot Chili Peppers 
seem to know very little about Pussy Riot’s politics. 
Their allegiance lay primarily in the popularity of 
the trend. Armies of people rose their fists, chanted 
“Free Pussy Riot!” and clicked the ‘like’ button on 
Facebook for any status or post relevant to the cause. 
These efforts did little to make any progress, how- 
ever, because for the most part they were hollow. 
Most people seemed to only know two things about 
Pussy Riot: they are musicians and they are women. 
And certainly this is a great place to start, but it is 
not enough to continue support for the group. 

Now, don’t get me wrong. I’m not trying to be 
a jerk and delegitimize the efforts of those who 
brought attention to this affair. I didn’t know who 


Pussy Riot was either prior to the events of Febru- 
ary 2012. But after hearing about it all, I sought to 
better understand what led them to perform such 
a protest. And upon learning about their politics 
(which I so happened to almost wholly agree with), 
I continued to support them and their efforts. I 
didn’t succumb to the popular reports that labeled 
them as a bunch of sexy women fucking shit up. 
They are so much more than that and deserve the 
recognition for it. 


WE MAY HAVE MOVED BEYOND 
AN AGE WHERE WOMEN ARE 
RESTRICTED TO THE KITCHEN, 
BUT IT WOULD SEEM THAT 

WE ARE NOT ANYWHERE 

NEAR CAPABLE OF LOOKING 
BEYOND WOMEN'S PHYSICAL 
APPEARANCE AND ACCEPTING 
THEM AS STRONG POLITICAL 
ACTIVISTS. 


So now that this story is dying down for most of 
the world, it's important that those who truly sup- 
port and understand their cause not forget what 
they stand for. Sure, the members of the band are 
beautiful and there’s nothing wrong with saying 
it. But the cause they represent is so much greater. 
They have always stood up against oppressive sys- 
tems, whether they be of the government or soci- 
ety itself. Pussy Riot wasn’t simply dancing around 
the altar. They were convicted for challenging the 
connection between church and state, for standing 
up against a corrupt authority. This is what they 
should be acknowledged for. 


(P.S. Politics aside, their music is really good. 


Go home, put “Putin Lights Up the Fires” on full 
blast, and try to tell me they’re not punk as fuck.) (re 
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a catcher in the rye 


I finally finished The Perks of Being a Wallflower a 
month ago, just so I could see the movie. It’s one of 
those books I never wanted to read for the simple 
reason that everyone around me said that I specifi- 
cally would love it. That rebellious nature was de- 
feated once I heard that universal girl-crush Emma 
Watson was going to be in the film adaptation— 
I instantly ran over to the new Barnes and Noble, 
where, lo and behold, the book was on sale for 30% 
off. 

Of course, like everyone had been telling me 
for about eight years now, I loved it. The story took 
me straight back to the downward spiraling days of 
middle school, where everyone walked around with 
a dark cloud on their shoulders, looking for sympa- 
thy for their every problem. This book would have 
been, and was for the many that actually bothered 
to read it, the perfect sympathizer. 

Yet my pent up teenage angst and I had to wait 
for what I consider Perks’ predecessor, J.D. Salin- 
ger’s The Catcher in the Rye, which I was made to read 
as part of the 10th grade English. Yes, it was every- 
one’s favorite book in high school, the only assigned 
book anyone ever definitely reads (next to The Great 
Gatsby, of course), and it was usually carried into 
the future as a favorite. The unrelatable account 
of Holden Caulfield and his fucked up life was 
ironically the most relatable thing to my should- 


Doola 


be-happy, cookie-cutter life, as I assume it was for 
all high school sophomores who fawned over how 
easily they were able to connect to his painful story. 
I myself will never understand how I became so at- 
tached to a whiny sixteen-year-old who runs away 
from boarding school to run wild in the city and 
find out through a series of events that he has no 
friends and he keeps hurting the only person who 
he really cares about, his sister. Sure, Pve always 
wanted to do it, always wanted to feel alone and lost 
for a good reason. But if I did ever feel that way, it 
was because I made myself so self-deprecating, not 
because of my actual circumstances. 

It was eerie when Perks gave me a similar feel- 
ing, so many years later. I'll admit I was in a retro- 
gressive teenage depressive slump for a little while 
after reading it, which isn’t an attractive look for 
anyone in their twenties. But why was I so easily 
depressed by a place in my life where I never actu- 
ally was? I'm a fucking college student who’s sort of 
found herself/is living a grown-up and fast-paced 
twenty-something life. I'm not stuck in this unde- 
fined depression spurred by feeling responsible for 
the death of a dear family member. Yet this book 
made me determined to find the darkest corner of 
my life, blow it up, and convince myself that 1 had 
a reason to go on a search for some “joie de vivre” 
outside of what I already had. Charlie’s constant 


kolluri 


self-doubt and random depression relapses made 
me remember my own phase of life when I would 
get sad about everything and nothing all at once. 
The weird low/high that Perks gave me, how- 
ever, was still distinct from The Catcher in the Rye. 
There are a substantial number of people who like 
the latter more. I did, initially. Pm a purist—never 
like the sequel, nothing beats the original, and it 
did piss me off that “Little Black Submarines” by 
The Black Keys sounds a hell of a lot like “Stairway 
to Heaven.” But time went by, and I realized that 
The Perks of Being a Wallflower inspires us to look for 
these good times of life, the little things that make 
us feel alive. Charlie’s story is less about walking 
around and letting life shit on you, like Holden 
did, less about moping around and getting lost and 
somehow coming to conclusions that nobody loves 
you. Trying to relate to Holden not only makes less 
sense than trying to relate to Charlie, but it also 
makes you have a really terribly bleak view on life. 
I had always loved imagining myself as a 
catcher in the rye, ready to catch all those who 
fall, sacrificing my own life for theirs. I still do. But 
now, I’m also hell-bent on looking for that moment 
where I can swear that I was infinite. Q 


THE STORY TOOK ME STRAIGHT 
BACK TO THE DOWNWARD 
SPIRALING DAYS OF MIDDLE 
SCHOOL, WHERE EVERYONE 
WALKED AROUND WITH A DARK 
CLOUD ON THEIR SHOULDERS, 
LOOKING FOR SYMPATHY FOR 
THEIR EVERY PROBLEM. 
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You're in your bedroom, having just finished scrolling through the movies on Netflix Instant and happen 
upon that movie you meant to watch last month but somehow forgot. You turn down the lights if you can and 
lay back comfortably on your bed, your computer resting on the tops of your thighs and your headphones in 
your ears. Your senses are overwhelmed, and your bedroom disappears. The image and sound of the film 
swim through your brain. Your body is limp as your eyes and ears absorb this flickering world, accepting it 
as truth. 

The experience of watching a movie as described is essentially that of dreaming. Disbelief is sus- 
pended; situations and events unfold uncontrollably. Your imagination fills in the cracks, and the dancing 
phantoms on the screen may even return to you in the self-generated dreams of night. 

The list that follows, based on this principle, represents four films that I count as some of the most 
beautiful dreams I’ve ever had. 


4. White Oleander (2002, director: Peter Kosminsky) 

Based on the novel by Janet Fitch, this film has haunted me since high school. The story is that of an in- 
nocent girl named Astrid struggling to find her identity in a string of foster homes after her unspeakably 
beautiful mother (Michelle Pfeiffer) is sent to jail for murder. This is a coming-of-age story set in extreme 
circumstances: a hallmark of Fitch’s fiction. As a dream, I see this film in light of the Freudian idea of “family 
romance.” Essentially, a family romance is a common dream plot concerning the fantasy of having parents 
different from your own, usually something like being switched at birth and finding out that your real par- 
ents are royalty. For White Oleander to be the family romance of my youth says a lot about my family. I love 
my normal mother and father, but still I fantasized about Astrid’s family. Her father was absent, and her 
mother was a murderer, leaving Astrid to rely on herself and a colorful series of foster parents for her educa- 
tion in how to be a human. Speaking of colorful, the color palette of this film is both extremely attractive 
and thematically important. The time Astrid spends with her mother is represented in sun-bleached hues, 
a false innocence. Her successive foster homes come with their own colors—the flashy colors of the trailer 
trash born-again Christians, the black and red of the chain-smoking Russian woman—which rub off onto 
Astrid’s once-virginal wardrobe. 


3. The Brown Bunny (2003, director: Vincent Gallo) 

Im not going to ruin for you one of the most heart-wrenching plot twists I’ve seen. But I'll just say that this 
film’s blend of fantasy and reality makes it an ideal candidate for this list. Shot in 16 mm and blown up to 
35 mm, the film itself has an almost home-movie graininess which is complemented by mostly handheld, 
unprofessional work. Long driving sequences punctuate the film, where viewers get a behind-the-wheel view 
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through a dirty windshield, frequently subjected to either pouring rain or glares, making the subject 
of the road nearly abstract. These sequences track Gallo, as both main character and director, in his 
drive across America and include some of America’s finest scenery, from undulating blue mountains to 
stark deserts. Driving makes up the majority of the film, and the beauty of the shots created for me a 
perfect backdrop for meditation on the character’s journey home and on American landscape in gen- 
eral. The film is best known for the unsimulated oral sex that Chloe Sevigny performs on Gallo near 
the end of the film, which nearly ended her acting career. However, this scene is only a small fraction of 
the film, placed necessarily (I think) in the midst of Gallo’s character’s internal drama. Even this scene 
is beautifully shot, the camera movement desperate and subject to the dreamy lighting of the room. 


2. Melancholia (2011, director: Lars von Trier) 

As one of the founders of the Dogme 95 movement (which set strict rules to eradicate anything super- 
ficial in its films, from sets to the action itself), Lars von Trier seems to release all his pent-up longing 
for the fantastic in Melancholia. A planet called Melancholia is on course to crash into Earth, and as it 
edges nearer everyone panics but a manic-depressive woman, played by Kirsten Dunst. The cinema- 
tography of this film can only be described as breathtaking, every new scene a visual banquet. ‘Take for 
example the opening sequence, a series of shots in extreme slow-motion which act as a visual summary 
of the film: Dunst’s blank stare as dead birds fall from the sky; a bird’s eye view of a Marienbad-style 
garden on the water with a huge sundial at the center; a painting of a snow scene, burning; a shot from 
space of Melancholia approaching; Charlotte Gainsbourg struggling to carry her son across a golf 
course, her boots sinking into turf as if it were snow; a black horse sitting in the grass with the aurora 
borealis lighting the sky; showing through these scenes the destruction of Earth. Trier eliminates any 
possibility of suspense from the very beginning; whether Earth will survive is not a question. This film 
unfolds just like an apocalyptic dream where you know something awful is happening over which you 
have absolutely no control. 


1. Hiroshima mon amour (1959, director: Alain Resnais) 

Arnaud Rykner (guest professor at Rutgers from la Sorbonne Nouvelle) gave a lecture here in October 
on Marguerite Duras, the screenwriter of this film, and her relationship to quantum theory. Duras’ 
writing style relies heavily on the idea of mental reality being a place vastly different from “real” re- 
ality, where time, space, and characters often can collapse onto one another (just like atoms which, 
according to quantum theory, can occupy the same space). In Hiroshima mon amour this holds true, for 
the French female character’s suppressed World War II memories of her first love, a German soldier, 
come hurtling toward her uncontrollably during her current love affair with a Japanese man she meets 
while filming a film about peace in Hiroshima. She is both in France and in Japan; the man she is 
with is both the new and the old lover, and the time is now and in her past and in the past of Hiro- 
shima. Through this psychologically-realistic storytelling, the lyrical dialogue, the haunting images of 
war-torn France, the effects of the atom bomb on Hiroshima, and, oh yes, the scene of glitter-covered 
lovemaking, this is a film that I've watched so many times that it seems to me that it could not have 
come from anywhere but my most enlightened dreams. 
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This is my own personal confession of a time that 
has long since passed. I never wrote it down be- 
fore now, but it came to my attention, as I looked 
back on it with fondness, that I really should docu- 
ment it. It hit me late, very late. I was what they 
typically call a “late bloomer.” I can’t be sure if 
this is good or not, but it’s me, and it’s what I un- 
derstand. I was somewhere around fifteen and 
a half. It should be noted that music had clearly 
been around me all the time; I had noticed that it 
was. It wasn’t one of these situations where I was 
unaware of its existence. No, it was not like that. I 
knew music was there, but just never looked at it in 
this way. There was one event, or pre-event, that 
cocked the hammer and then another one, the big 
one, that pulled the trigger. 

It wasn’t a particularly amazing cock; I felt 
no excitement from it, and I clearly didn’t know 
what I was getting myself into. I was riding in the 
passenger’s seat of my sister’s car. She had music 
playing as always, and a song came on her mixed 
CD that peaked my interest. I asked about it and 
she told me it was a band called My Chemical Ro- 
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mance. I had never heard of them before, though 
that wasn’t saying much because at this point I 
hadn’t heard about much of any band (or rather, 
I had heard about many bands but simply forgot 
them because they didn’t matter to me). I liked 
the song. I don’t remember which one it was, most 
likely “Helena.” I was still halfway through form- 
ing the realization that I had an interest, but it did 
leave enough of an imprint for me to remember 
the band name. I never recalled names unless they 
were jammed into my brain-deck after hearing 
them dozens and dozens of times. My sister, Ash- 
ley, seemed to find it a little odd that I was so curi- 
ous about it, possibly because I never asked about 
music or because she only remotely seemed to like 
the song. This was the cock. 

A few days after finding out about My Chemi- 
cal Romance, the house was empty. My three 
younger sisters were still at school, my mom had 
gone to get them, my dad was not back from work 
yet, and my older brother and sister were out do- 
ing older sibling things, like working or college or 
something. I snuck into my older sister’s room, tri- 


fled through her CDs, and found one labeled “My 
Chemical Romance.” I carried the album to the 
kitchen where we had our stereo that had speak- 
ers in a surround-sound setup. I slipped the silvery, 
burned CD into the tray and gently, but decisively, 
pushed the play button. I didn’t know it then, but 
the album was Three Cheers for Sweet Revenge. “Hel- 
ena” played, and it captured my attention. I began 
to feel something pulling at my insides. Nothing 
happened to me right at that moment or during 
that song, but the hammer started to drop. I knew 
I liked it, but I didn’t know why. It just made me 
feel something: excitement. I found myself circling 
the table, anxiousness building up in me. 

It was a strange feeling, one that I wasn’t en- 
tirely sure of. Was I supposed to feel like this? Was 
this normal? If someone walked in on me at this 
moment, would they scream out in horror and reel 
back while saying, “Dear God! What are you do- 
ing?” It’s legitimately possible this would be their 
reaction for what happened in a minute. The sec- 
ond song, “Give ‘Em Hell, Kid,” came on. The 
song was so intense, so insane, so chaotically orga- 
nized that I had to take a few seconds to let what 


My Chemical Imbalance 


it was doing to me sink in before I could conjure 
up the actions that it was demanding. But I let go. 

So there I was, in the kitchen, alone, head- 
banging and arms flying all over the place in a 
corresponding chaos of careless euphoria and ec- 
stasy. I wanted the music to be faster; I wanted the 
music to be harder, and I wanted it to make me 
lose even more control. The third song, “To The 
End” and fourth, “You Know What They Do To 
Guys Like Us In Prison,” did not disappoint, and 
I continued my loss of bodily control. 

By the fifth song “Im Not Okay” everything 
had slowed down a bit, and my sisters and mom 
were home. I was thankful they hadn’t caught me 
in the middle of losing it in the kitchen. I cleaned 
up the evidence and put the CD back in my sis- 
ter’s room and came downstairs to act just like I 
hadn’t just intellectually jerked off (as if I would 
have even known what someone meant by that if 
they had said it to me just then). 

I succeeded in avoiding any of my family’s pos- 
sible suspicions, but I knew the truth. 


I had changed, and I was Never. Going. Back. @ 


MUSIC 
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GIRLS WHO MAKE MUSIC 


by Carmen Falisi 


I prefer female artists, but I don’t know why. It might be the hair or their stage presence. Girls just make me want to 


dance. Do I sound like a sexist asshole yet? A couple months ago I went to Asbury Lanes for a female friend’s birthday. 


It’s a great bowling place with no scoring system except a pencil and paper, which actually made it a lot better. The 


beers are cheap, but the real factor that made it a great time was the live performances that we had no idea about. One 


band, ‘Tacocat, with a female lead pumped out “Three Small Words,” from the movie Josie and the Pussycats. Yeah, I 


was the only guy yelling it at the top of my lungs. If you have not watched Josie and you’re skimming this article, maybe 


you should. While I was drunkenly pumping my ankles and spilling beer all over the alley floor, I realized that I had an 


obsession with female bands. Here are some that I have been listening to. 


EVER BLEACH YOUR HAIR? 


If so, you have something in common with Jessica and 
Jennifer Calvin, not to mention everyone else in our gen- 
eration. Regardless, you should listen to Bleached. WHY? 
Well, if you’re into that Ramones-type jam raw guitar 
sound, Id suggest sacrificing an ear to their 7-inch vinyl 
EPs. They are gearing up for a full album release, but 
there is no date set forth. After their split with Mika Miko 
in 2009, the Calvin sisters have taken their skills to a new 
level. I definitely suggest Googling these awesome blonde 
babes since they offer a free download of “Think of You.” 
Check out their other songs “Dazed” and “Searching 
Through the Past.” They’ll add the pep in your step. You 
might be strutting down College Ave after the first twenty 
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Tm sure you’ve heard of Grimes. Yeah, I’m sure. WHY? 
Because Pitchfork blew up her shit about a year ago, and 
she played a free show in New York in August at Pier 
84 with the band Wild Nothing. The great thing about 
Grimes, real name Claire Boucher (what a Canadian), is 
that she believes music should be free. After listening to 
her first albums, Gezdi Primes, Halfaxa, and her most re- 
cent breakthrough album, Viszons, you'll cherish her sweet, 
humble, experimental nature. Of course, understand that 
she is no woman to mess with. Despite her Totoro love 
on ‘Twitter, she is a tough artist. Her album artwork for 
Visions features her own art with Japanese bleeding metal 
rock letters and dark undertones. Her upcoming album 
will be “darker” and “experimental,” according to a re- 
cent interview with Pitchfork. Check out her videos for 
“Oblivion” and “Genesis.” 


LET’S PLAY SOME MUSIC 
BAREFOOT. 


Hailing from Oakland, California, Shannon and the 
Clams will show you what real music was and what it 
still can be. WHY? My advice would be to immediately 
switch over to “The Cult Song” on Sleep Talk. That is 
enough to make you a huge fan of Shannon Shaw and 
her bandmates. They are very reminiscent of The Beach 
Boys while being inspired by Bad Brains and The Cramps. 
This album got me through summer, and I know the slow 
songs will keep me company in winter. At almost every 
show Shannon and the Clams put on, they wear awesome 
outfits ranging from elf costumes to bloody sailor suits to 
Star Trek gear. If you long to live in Cali, turn on this al- 
bum, close your eyes and order a California burger. Extra 
bacon and guac please. 


So what have we learned? 


GIRLS SHOULD BE DIRTY. 


Personally, the album Only in Dreams did not sell me. 
Dum Dum Girls did such a great job with their first LP, 
“I WILL BE,” but this album from 2011 is too clean for 
my standards. If you’re a fan of Best Coast’s PG-rated 
album Crazy For You, this may be your cup of tea. I gave 
it a chance for my summer playlists, but after a week or 
so, I just got so annoyed I ferociously deleted it from my 
iTunes library. The sad thing is that these girls know what 
they are doing, and Youtube has the live performances to 
back this statement up. Regardless, this album has some 
great songs such as “Coming Down,” “Teardrops On My 
Pillow,” and “Bedroom Eyes.” I usually trust Sup Pop as a 
great label, so I hope Dum Dum Girls can go back to their 
roots. A band influenced by The Vaselines who toured 
with Beach House can’t be that bad...right? 


Girls. Are. Awesome. They are not scared to be weird or to try to act tough. They just are. And that’s why I love them. 
For anyone who selectively steers away from girl bands, I hope you have realized that what you believe in is ridiculous. 
What are you doing with your life? Nothing. Be open. Try new things. Get weird. (r) 
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MUSIC 


MUSIC 


By Rachel A. Lisner 


How I originally came across Why? is actually a rather 
embarrassing anecdote, and as I write this, I laugh to 
myself about my former summer-before-tenth-grade 
self. An old friend of mine, who was the essence of 
alternative coolness, accidentally messaged me the 
album artwork for Alopecia. Being a fourteen-year-old- 
wannabe-little-hip-shit, I went on a Googling quest to 
find out who the mysterious artist behind the funky 
clouds, horses, and hands was. I fell in love with what- 
ever the sound was, a little too proud that I actually 
enjoyed something so very cool and masterful. 

Writing about Jonathan (Yoni) Wolf, the master- 
mind behind Why?, without admitting that his lyrical 
code is sometimes impossible to decipher, would be un- 
fair. It’s hard to get a grip on a man who coins his own 
terms like “elephant eyelash,’ which in Yoni-speak 
translates to a hard-on. Yet somehow the intricacies of 
Wolf’s musical astoundment continue to yield a select 
audience with just the right taste for it. 

There’s something fantastic about not understand- 
ing your favorite musician. Ranting to all of your 
friends about how the album way-back-when was so 
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much better may seem trendy, but for me, it brings 
mourning like the loss of a friend. And when Yoni’s 
mourning the loss of himself, the taste in my mouth 
continues to worsen. By no means 1s the newest album 
terrible, but it evokes such nostalgia for the old mate- 
rial. It leaves me itching for the old shit, the classics. 
Sod in the Seed EP, released in mid August, disap- 
pointed on several levels. As Yoni noted in interviews, 
the EP was all the songs that didn’t make sense on the 
full-length album Mumps, Etc., which was released in 
the beginning of October. With almost the complete 
elimination of noticeable guitar, it feels more like shitty 
white-boy rap than ever and not in the positive Why? 
way that fans have come to expect: guilt-ridden confes- 
sions to jerking off in an art museum; but rather, an 
awful look into Yoni’s true character. The title track, 
“Sod in the Seed,” tells of Yoni’s claim to semi-under- 
ground fame, while the other tracks are unmemorable. 
After listening to the EP a few times the day it was 
released, I hated Yoni. I hated the fact that he knew all 
about the particulars of his own celebrity and the ways 
his presence causes fans to react. The observance of 


human nature delved too deep. Was this because 
I listened to lyrics prior that were too layered in 
code and Yoni finally lost the ability to take his 
almost too-accurate perceptions of reality, mixed 
with the never too embarrassing confessions, and 
translate them into raps that his fans won’t under- 
stand? 

You have to listen to Mumps, Etc. for quite a 
while to hate it so much that you can dig it, just 
in time to hate it all over again. Otherwise, you’re 
left in the cold with an album of sad music sitting 
behind raps that make you hate everyone, without 
wit to cover it up, making excuses as for why the 
album doesn’t even compare to the last. But I be- 
lieve it will be a key piece in Why?’s repertoire. Not 
for its perfection but because it changes everything 
that was fairly consistent with what had preceded 
it. By the time you hear the lyrics from “Distance” 
(Men and women might yet quote his modicum of 
the truth, but never will they get right close to Jon- 
athan Avram Wolf), youre wondering if another 
album will ever happen. 

Songs like “Waterlines” and “Paper Hearts” 
hit the hardest, probably because of the sad music. 
Yoni discusses his decline but also the fact that he 
still has fans that’d have sex with him in a heart- 
beat. From “Waterlines,” he says: “Girls used to 
fawn over my locks to kill. Now the girls are gone 
and Įm on minoxidil. Pm in decline but women 
like be jocking still, ‘cause I rhyme with skill and 
talk so chill and youthful.” Yoni’s losing his hair, 
yet his fans have the same expectations they did 
years ago. 

On Mumps, Ete., I find myself listening to songs 
for the messages they preach and catchiness, but 
they leave something to be desired. There’s a lack 
of description of what exactly Yoni’s talking about, 
and yeah, a nice chorus chant is nice, but there’s 
nothing more than that. This might be exactly 
the point: he’s ready to throw in the towel. Yoni’s 
code and complex mystique has dissolved into one- 
liners about smoking weed, explaining “that’s how 
Pll live when I quit my rap career.” 


MUSIC 


There seems to be an even divide amongst his 
fans: those who can accept his new blunt style and 
realize unfortunate realities of aging and those 
who will continue reminiscing about how rad Oak- 


IT’S LIKE REALIZING YOUR 
CHILDHOOD SUPERHERO IS 
SIMPLY A MAN IN A POLYESTER 
SUIT THATS LOST HIS COOL, 


landazulasylum was and how they wish Yoni was still 
more of a mystery. I remain directly seated on the 
fence, desperately trying to continue loving Why? 
as much as I did Alopecia. It’s like realizing your 
childhood superhero is simply a man in a polyester 
suit that’s lost his cool. 

Putting a band you’ve loved dearly to rest is 
a solemn thing. For myself, most especially with 
Why?, I get depressed and revisit the old stuff, 
grooving in my head like it’s 2010 where I’m sitting 
in Rittenhouse Square watching everyone walk by, 
thinking I'm the coolest teen in the whole park. I 
think about the fall night it poured while seeing a 
scaled-down session in the chapel of the First Uni- 
tarian Church, after taking a highly unnecessary 
cab ride a few blocks from the train, shoes and 
jeans soaked, me sipping on my snuck-in wine. It 
felt cool and romantic. 

While this white flag waves for the decline of 
Why?, hours of listening to “Almost Live From An- 
na’s Cabin” will follow, with me wishing they still 
played that. The nostalgia will set in for the music 
playing in the background of moments associated 
with the raps of Yoni Wolf. @& 
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NEW BRUNSWICK AFTER DARK 
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We only get about four years to really immerse ourselves in the New Brunswick lifestyle, our 
own little city with just the right combination of college life and real life. We're situated at 
the heart of East Coast vibrancy, but amidst hours of studying and incoherent stumbling 
and working until our faces fall off, sometimes we forget it. We forget to stop and smell the 
roses (or the grease trucks, if we’re talking College Ave), and before we know it, our time 
here is done, and we feel as if we haven’t appreciated everything Rutgers Country has to of- 
fer. So here we’ve compiled for you an ode of sorts, to help you appreciate what New Bruns- 
wick has to offer: more specifically, three pieces about the finest aspects of New Brunswick 
nightlife. Stop and smell the city fumes with us as you journey through our feature on our 
own “Little Manhattan.” 


FEATURE 


IS THIS PARTY 
GONNA GET BUSTED? 


by Sally Reisch 


When you're out on the town and find yourself asking, “Is this party gonna get busted?... ,” don’t fear! 
The Rutgers Review Is This Party Gonna Get Busted? quiz comes fully loaded with the guidance you 
need. Hashtags included. 


Tell your friends. 


l Where are you? How’d you find out about this party? If you’re off-campus, which l 
A ina dorm room A Ididnt street are you on? I 
l B ina house B Text message A Tm not off-campus 
| C ina basement C Word of mouth B Louis St. I 
I D ona porch D Facebook C Hamilton St. I 
l D Robinson St. I 
What’s the DJ playing? How’d you get in? l 
I A there is no DJ A I was let in the front door Drugs? i 
I B disco B I walked through the side A Weed 
I C Prince door as instructed B no Û 
I D dubstep C I went through the front C idk i 
i door which was open D 4 Loko i 
Do you know these people? D  Iclimbed through a window I 
I A yeah What time is it? 
I B some What are you doing? A 4AM ı 
I CT remember that girl A having a conversation B before 10 Û 
l from Instagram B standing in a room C after 10 l 
D Ihave never seen any of C trying to dance D JAM i 
I these people before D a kegstand i 
I 


1 point for A II 2 points for B II 3 points for C / 4 points for D 


9-15 points: #notaparty 
Dude, listen. I’m sorry I have to tell it to you like this. I don’t think you’re at a party. I’m not entirely sure why 
you’re taking this quiz in the first place. Try again next weekend. 


15-25 points: #adultparty 
You’re weird, and your friends are weird. Stop behaving yourselves; you’re making us feel bad. 


25-30 points: #party 

Things are getting a bit wild. The chances of this party getting busted are circumstantial. Are there other 
parties on the street? Are there people on the front porch? Is the neighbor cranky? I’d suggest becoming less 
emotionally invested in this party than you were when you started the quiz. 


30 and above: #busted 


Grab your coat from the dryer and chug that last cup of jungle juice because, seriously, this good time will not 
last long. On the other hand, you’ll definitely get to Ta Ta’s before it closes. 
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At this point in your Rutgers career, whether you’re a worn-out senior or an over-confident 


freshman, you know that pizza at our university is in perpetual abundance. Wherever you 
are, you can be sure there is a pizza place within walking distance, even if that distance is 
only as far as you can stumble when you're inexplicably inebriated. But among this jungle of 
pizzerias, where can you be assured of the best quality? Where is the place you can go and 
know that you can count on buying a good slice more than you can count on your “friends”? 
I wanted to know, so I ventured to 13 quintessential Rutgers pizza joints to find the best plain 


slice in the city. 


Wait, but who the fuck am I to be trusted with a decision like this? Well, ve had an ob- 
session from before I was born; my first pizza was in New York (where the best pizza comes 


from), and through this whole process, I didn’t get sick of eating it, not once. I’m an honest 


pizza lover, just like you. 


Now that I’m done pleading shamelessly with you to trust me, I present to you the results 
of my most favorite research project to date. PS: 5 is perfect; 1 is no bueno. 


crispiness 


PJ's has always been my bias and always will be because | had my 
first slice there on a very drunk night. That said, | really do think 
it's the best. Several sober trips to the place confirmed that PJ's is 
amazing in all situations. Everything about it is perfectly propor- 
tioned and perpetually delicious. Goddammit, I’m drooling just 
writing about it. Go get a slice, bitches. 


price size | crust | sauce | cheese | crispiness 


Many people consider this place their favorite, and | can see 
why. It’s a really quality slice, perfectly sized and everything. By 
itself, their plain definitely is worthy of this second-place spot. 
But their divine slice of penne vodka doesn’t hurt either. Go 
there, get the plain. But spend the $3.50 for the penne vodka 
pizza, too. It’s unforgettable. 


ee FFILIPpO'S|FAMOUS nrs 


crispiness 


The slice | received upon paying my two dollars almost made 
me cry. | felt like | was in New York. The cheese was melting ina 
way that only oven-fresh pies do; the crust was impeccably 
thin—everything just felt so right! And the décor at this place is 
just adorable: there’s a whole section that makes me feel like I’m 
sitting in a different country. It's a little out of the way for drunk 
pizza, but hey, l'd take a nice stroll along George Street just for 
this. 


serre PHZZAGILY wenn. 


crispiness 


I'm ashamed to say that | never went in here until | had to. | used 
to think it looked far too shady to be any good. | was so wrong. 
Such good pizza! A very honest, robust slice. Not to mention, 
these guys have a Pac-Man machine that desperately needs to 
be put back into action. 


martes Gerlanda’s e 
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Ah, Gerlanda’s. | got a slice here even before | came to Rutgers, 
during my tour of the school. My mother was blown away by 
the concept of a“wheatzza.” While | certainly wasn’t looking 
forward to this one, a plain from Gerlanda’s is actually pretty 
decent. 


san (KING 'SIPIZZA >. 


crispiness 


This is pretty good pizza, but the thickness of the crust and 
cheese is too much for me. What confuses me the most is that | 
really don't know when these guys are open, but I’m under the 
impression that they're only open at night, for the drunk crowd. 


manatees LaFamilia nt. 


see == 


price size | crust sauce | cheese |crispiness 


200 2| 4 2 3.5 4 


Another “average” pizza slice. But it had a weird taste. And not in 
the Ta Ta's way. | couldn't eat it without the chili flakes. 


You've probably already had Jimmy's--it's like an initiation ritual 
into Rutgers. Though it’s not that bad, I’m telling you, there's 
really better pizza here. 


FEATURE 
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cheese | crispiness 


24 5 | 45 | 5 3.5 4 


You've passed it on your way to a party; you may have even 
giggled at the name. But at some point in your Rutgers life, stop 
in to Ta Ta's and spend the 14 cents more than you usually 
would for a slice of pizza because it's different. It’s weird but in a 
delicious way. Fuck describing it—I can’t. Just go get some; it's 
definitely an experience. 


GELÊ Ê a a a a a aa" RUGrill a'an a aa a a a'a 


cheese | crispiness 


| really enjoyed my plain here. They put the right amount of 
sauce (finally!), and it was just a very satisfying bite. Nothing 
terrible but also nothing to stand out from the rest. 


"nnn (NCUDIES «raratanana 


price size | crust sauce | cheese | crispiness 


Very reasonable pizza! Not too oily, for once, but the cheese 
wasn't as melty as | like it. That sauce, though, was on point. I'd 
have it again, but I'd want a fresher slice. 


"rrr GIOVANEIIIS sees." 
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price size | crust sauce | cheese | crispiness 


My notes say “perfect average pizza.” That's just what it is! But I'll 
be honest: it didn’t satisfy my lunchtime hunger. Three slices 
may have done it. 


"n.n... PAUCS îU 


ET TNE TEKI 
17 2/1 3 2 1 


The owners are nice, personable people! Not to mention it’sin 
prime location, situated right in the heart of Easton. Yet, | wasn’t 
impressed with their plain slice. It felt cold, as well as being far 
too crunchy. The vegetable slice wasn't too bad, though. Maybe 
| was just unlucky. 
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SLUTGERS 


BY AMANDA MATTEO 
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| FIRST HEARD 
THE TERM 
“SLUTGERS” 

ON A HOT JULY 
WEEKEND THREE 
SUMMERS AGO. 


It was orientation weekend, and 
at this point, I was determined 
to love Rutgers despite any 
negative stereotypes that were 
thrown its way because, essen- 
tially, I had no choice. They 
already had my deposit, and, 
besides, I had finally convinced 
myself I was perfectly okay with 
going to a state school (after 
many months of turmoil/de- 
bate/anger/frustration with the 
collegiate application process). 
But I’m not going to lie; it threw 
me for a loop. Rutgers has its own 


STD? What kind of slutty university 
did I enroll my angelic self into? Yet 
I quickly realized I was in the 
minority; most people there al- 
ready knew about the so-called 
“Rutgers STD” and had pre- 
pared themselves for the leg- 
endary “Slutgers” party scene. 
And what’s more, most of these 
people were completely unin- 
formed, and the entire urban 
legend was, in fact, completely 
false. 

A bit of background, in case 
you missed the memo: in 1992 
there was a 3 year study done 
on 608 of Rutgers’ classiest la- 
dies (a mere 3% of the Rutgers 
female student population), and 
the results found that 60% of 
them had HPV at some point 
during the study. Naturally, 
the dramatic people of the uni- 
verse assumed this meant that 
60% of all Rutgers women had 
an STD, which then escalated 
to the apparent existence of 
Rutgers’ own string of sexual 


disease (casual, right?). What 
the drama-loving public didn’t 
realize is that everyone in the 
study already thought they 
were infected before the study 
began, and in reality, our lovely 
university is actually very sexu- 
ally-healthy. We’re actually on 
the Dean’s List of sexual health, 
with a pre-age-21-bar-hopping 
GPA of 3.68 on Trojan’s Sexual 
Health Report Card—solid 
work, New Brunswick! Also yes, 
Trojan created a report card. 
Yes, I am just as perplexed as 
you are. 

But despite our fabulous rat- 
ings and the reality of statistics, 
our reputation still precedes us. 
We may be in the Top 10 univer- 
sities for sexual health mainte- 
nance, but in the whole scheme 
of collegiate life, that might just 
mean that we’re good at hav- 
ing sex. People visit Rutgers for 
the wild parties on Hamilton 
that they don’t remember and 
they live on College Ave just to 


be walking-distance from Frat 
Row in case of major snow- 
storms or hurricanes or the 
apocalypse. At the end of the 
day, let’s face it: a lot of people 
at Rutgers act like sluts þe- 
cause they go to “Slutgers” and 
therefore think it’s alright. It’s 
just part of “the college experi- 
ence” to make poor decisions 
and scream “YOLO!” to justify 
everything that happens, espe- 
cially at a university known for 
its intense party scene. So even 
though we don’t actually have 
our own STD, we still have stu- 
dents that make it appear like 
we do; after all, a university is 
only as good as the students that 
attend it, right? 

What does it say about our 
fine institution of higher learn- 
ing that we’re ranked as a party 
school infested with a non-exis- 
tent sexual disease before we’re 
viewed as a legitimately-ranked 
university? New Jersey high 
school students (at least from 


my hometown) scoff at even 
the thought of attending Rut- 
gers, many (myself included) 
applying as a back-up in case 
better options couldn’t pan out. 
“Oh, you go to Rutgers?” The 
attitude 
than-thou high school students 


uninformed, holier- 
assume is a combination of oh- 
I-must-be-better-than-you and 
oh-[’ll-never-go-there. But on 
a serious level, our university 1s 
highly-ranked on a global scale 
and was actually asked to be 
part of the Ivy League but re- 
fused in order to stay public. 
The entire tenth floor of my 
apartment building is filled 
with international students, two 
of my best friends here are from 
Norway and Georgia, and if 
these students come this far for 
an education (willing to pay the 
exorbitant price), we must be 
pretty damn great. 

So yes, we do have our ex- 
cited freshmen who get their 
stomachs pumped and sleep 
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around and live the “Slutgers 
lifestyle. However, we also have 
those who have never dared 
set foot into a grimy frat, have 
never touched alcohol, have 
never made an irresponsible 
decision besides skipping class 
that one time (I promise it will 
never happen again!). And fur- 
thermore, we have those who 
have learned the balance, those 
who go out when they want to 
let loose yet still buckle down 
on those awful Sunday morn- 
ings, possibly hungover but still 
determined to get shit done (not 
that I know from experience...). 
We are a university—a diverse 
one at that—and we have much 
more to offer than what the ste- 
reotypes convey. We are not all 
sluts or drunks; we’re not all rid- 
den with scary diseases. There 
will always be the morons that 
make us look bad, but let’s be 
real: they’re probably going to 
flunk out anyway. (r) 
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THE VIEW FROM 
BEHIND THE 
COUNTER 


By Tess Rosenberg 


Sometimes I wonder if working three years at 
Wawa has made me a total cynic. Don’t get me 
wrong, I’m not some dismal, snarky girl at the reg- 
ister with a scowl plastered across her face and a 
glossary of sardonic remarks. No—1it’s not that. In 
fact, in a perverse way, I get a small bit of satisfac- 
tion from being productive. Not to mention, I get 
paid. 

The thing that does take a toll is, quite 
simply, people—or rather, customers. The indi- 
viduals who stop by are in- 
disputably a unique group, a 
visual dichotomy of economic 
classes and differing levels of 
conventionality and sanity. 
They are characters, surely. 

Temperamental smokers 
who request cigarettes in a 
raspy mutter. 

Sweet old ladies. Hostile 
old ladies. 

Middle-aged men who are 
committed to making you re- 
member their address. 

People without any teeth. 

Deaf-mutes who are very 
expressive. 

Children buying candy while their parents buy 
smokes. 

Men with waxed, Dali-esque mustaches. 

Women who wear floor-length capes and claim 
to be Wicken. 

People who feel compelled to vocalize their dis- 
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AND WHEN | SAY 
“WITHOUT PANTS’— 
THAT ISN'T A FEMINIST 
CRITIQUE OF WOMEN 

WHO WEAR 
MICRO-DRESSES. 
WHAT | MEAN IS THAT 
SHE JUST HAD A TEE- 
SHIRT ON 


belief that Iam old enough to have working papers. 

And of course, there are those individuals who 
leisurely count out change, predominantly pen- 
nies and nickels, for several minutes—ignorant of 
the line accruing behind them. 

Like I said, Wawa gets its share of characters. 
Although this may complicate the transactions a 
bit, it is a dependable source of entertainment. 

Three of my more memorable customers are 
as follows: 

The friendly black lady with- 
out pants: 

And when I say “without 
pants”’—that isn’t a feminist cri- 
tique of women who wear micro- 
dresses. What I mean is that she 
just had a tee-shirt on. I think it 
essentially covered her. However, 
upon noticing her attire, I re- 
fused to look down again. 

She swayed about the store— 
lost in the “Elvis music” that she 
zealously insisted was playing on 
the radio. Upon seeing the lady 
dancing about the store, custom- 
ers would shoot me distraught 
looks—and children’s, faces 
would freeze, confounded by the sight. 

She walked up to the register. 

“Honey, guess what? I’m in the paper. Would 
you look at that?” she said, gesturing to an In- 
quirer cover with a piece on prostitution in Cam- 
den. “You know what? You are awful pretty. You 


shouldn’t be working here—here’s my number.” 

She then handed me a blank gum wrapper. 

On Christmas Eve, I was working a half-shift. 
Aside from a few customers seeking eggnog back- 
ups, it was uncharacteristically slow. A woman 
came in—she was petite and had a black hoodie 
draped over her face. She asked for a carton of 
Newport Lights. 

“I am such a giver,” she mumbled. “During 
these times, I just give—give—give. I give too 
much really. It’s fucking annoying, Im such a 
giver.” 

She said she forgot something and walked 
away—returning with a heavy pack of Sprite cans. 
She tossed it over the counter without warning; 
and, as I caught it, she grabbed the carton and ran. 

As I stood in total shock, I heard her yell as she 
scurried out. 

“Merry Christmas.” 

Lastly, there was an old man who repeated 
the same exact soliloquy every time he came in. 
He began by urgently announcing that there was 
however many “shopping days left until Christ- 
mas” and proceeded to then explain that he “was 
shopping at Macys for a penguin suit.” One of the 
last times I saw him, he veered from his typical 
script—he warned me, and all customers, 
that Philadelphia is not safe because 
“Obama is there with all those Nazi 
communists.” Even though I am a 
liberal, of Jewish ancestry, and 
fairly certain that Nazis were 
fundamentally opposed to 
communism—it was pretty 
goddamn hilarious. 

I suspect that this list 
of experiences is prob 
ably not unique among 
anyone else’s who works 
with the public. And, as 
they probably all know, 
this is a very small per- 
centage of the weird stuff 
I have seen. 

I could write a book on 
what I’ve seen. 

However, I now wonder 
if maybe my cynicism does 
not come from these encounters. 

In hindsight, I think that meet- 
ing these people has made me more 


open-minded—certainly more enter- 
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tained. And minus the theft and sexual harass- 
ment, it’s all pretty innocent. 

Perhaps my cynicism is rooted in something 
else—or rather, someone else: closed-off custom- 
ers. They’re the kind of people who totally disre- 
gard your eye-contact, smile, and—‘Hello, how 
are you today?” 

But maybe I should not even say “people. 
Maybe, it is not individuals but a temperament 
that we all exhibit at one point or another. In fact, 
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I think that it is this temperament which reflects 
a profound flaw in our society. We have all had 
times when we become so immersed in our own 
lives that we fail to acknowledge what is happen- 
ing around us—whether that be the person scan- 
ning our Pepsi or something bigger—like an issue 
within our community or the world. 

That’s the worst thing of it all: we enable this 
illusion of a counter to separate us from every- 
thing. We allow it to validate our lack of acknowl- 
edgement of what’s on the other side, looking 


right at us. @ 
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CASUALLY 
PERSEPHONE 


by Pooja Kolluri 


ersephone casually woke up from her nap at three, which was just enough 

time to casually get ready and walk to class. In a casual manner, she 

strolled into her lecture at Voorhees Hall, a class which she hadn’t been 

to in a few weeks. She casually noticed that everyone around her was furi- 
ously filling in bubbles on a Scantron sheet. Oh, she thought, casually, there must be 
a midterm today. 

She casually got up from her seat and made her way to the professor, who stared at 
her with a stern and terrifying expression. Persephone thought that she looked rather 
like an annoyed Velociraptor. Still, she casually approached the desk and casually 
asked for an exam. After the professor angrily shoved a Scantron sheet and question 
booklet into her hands, she casually made her way back to her seat, casually knocking 
over a cute boy’s coffee with her bag along the way. 

The time had come to hand in the exam. Persephone knew every question was 
probably wrong, but she decided to be casual about it and hand it in without worrying 
too much. Her friend Lita ran up to her as she was casually leaving the building. 

“Hey sephonegirl, how’d you do? You haven’t been to class for a while. I was worried 
about you.” 

“Maybe I did okay,” said Persephone, casually pulling out a cigarette and a lighter 
from her bag. She casually took a long drag. “But what’s the worst that could happen 
anyway?” 

“I dunno... failing the course?” said Lita. “Then failing out of college and having to 
become a stripper?” They both casually laughed out loud. 

“People only make casual jokes about that,” said Persephone. “Besides, we both 
know Id be a terrible stripper, unless people shell out anything worthwhile for casual 
stripping.” 

For the next few weeks, Persephone casually skipped a few classes, casually “falling 
sick with a terrible case of the flu” yet having the energy to go spend casual afternoons 
in New York. It was hard to be in college—sometimes, she wished she could casually 
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walk around the city all the time and just live a 
casual life. 

She felt herself casually losing her ambition. 
Casually taking Communications classes wasn’t 
looking like it would lead to a casual future. Why 
the fuck couldn’t there just be a casual college op- 
tion where every night she could casually swig a 
beer or two, her homework could just be to casu- 
ally walk through an art museum, and her exams 
could just be to casually take some good drugs and 
write a casual masterpiece? Why couldn’t anyone 
else just take life casually? 

But she would try, casually of course, to fin- 
ish her semester. Then, maybe, she could casually 
bring up taking a break from college to her parents. 
With that casually placed in mind, Persephone ca- 
sually studied with a casual group of friends and 
casually took all of her final exams. In her mind, 
she was casually doing things the right way. 

Yet, as expected, she did terribly in nearly ev- 
ery class. She knew it beforehand, and when she 
casually showed her parents, her mother fainted, 
and her father began to cry. Persephone decided 
to casually see where things would go. 

A few days after, it was a casual Friday. She ca- 
sually called up Lita, who she knew had casually 
achieved a 4.3 GPA this semester and would be 
allowed to do anything casual. The two decided 
that the best thing to do was to spend their night 
casually getting drunk at a strip club. Why not? 
YOLO, she thought casually. 

Persephone and Lita were far too drunk to be 
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casually drunk, but that was the plan anyway. Lita 
didn’t drink too much, so she really only needed 
a casual beer or two to get to where she was, and 
Persephone always drank a little too much and 
had also casually popped a few shrooms into her 
repertoire. They casually climbed into a taxi with 
a few other friends and went to the strip club. 

Everything in the club was beautiful to Perse- 
phone. The glittery surroundings and clothing 
casually gleamed like constellations, the music 
casually swooned in and out of her ear in a melo- 
dious way, the lights painted a comforting casual 
environment. She looked over to her right, where 
Lita was casually stuffing half her savings in the 
stripper’s bra. 

Persephone was casually struck with an amaz- 
ing idea. This world of the strip club was filled 
with such casual beauty, despite its reputation. 
Strippers also casually made a pretty penny every 
now and then. She casually went up to the host- 
ess. With her best sober face, she casually began 
conversation. 

“T know this sounds ridiculous, but I’d like to 
become a stripper.” 

The woman cracked a mocking grin, which 
Persephone casually failed to notice and asked 
her to wait here while she found the manager. An 
average skinny man with a very large, casually- 
placed mustache, whom she assumed was the 
manager, came up to her and took her into an 
awkward closet space. Through a series of casu- 
ally well-answered questions, Persephone casually 
found herself with a possible job. 

Her first night was casual. It was a casual Sun- 
day. She casually made around a hundred bucks, 
and she found that casually stripping wasn’t so 
hard. She was certainly happy that she had casu- 
ally signed up for those Flirty Girl Fitness classes 
last semester—she didn’t have to use up her casu- 
ally-saved pay for lessons on the side. Persephone 
thought that maybe she could casually keep this 
job for a while, until ambition to do something 
better casually made its way back into her life. 

At the end of the first night, she stayed awake 
for a while, letting her casually-lived life flash ca- 
sually before her half-closed eyelids, as she casu- 
ally cried herself to sleep. © 


November | December 2012 THE RUTGERS REVIEW 37 


POTPOURRI 


LOVE 

LOST 

AND 
RETURNED 


by Lee Seltzer 


Art by Rory Rosenberg 


The happiest meal you've ever seen 
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Five minutes to the next LX, says the Nextbus coun- 
ter at the bus stop. With the onset of my extreme 
anticipation those five minutes seem like an eter- 
nity. Through that time, excitement, nostalgia, and 
a little bit of anxiety flash through my mind. After 
these five minutes, I will have put an end to five long 
months without seeing my beloved. Finally, the bus 
comes, and I enter onto it, but time still continues to 
creep by, and it will do so until I am reunited with 
her. 

We had so many amazing times together. There 
were literally hundreds of times when we wasted so 
many days away together, sitting and enjoying the 
present. Enjoying those moments between classes, or 
finding salvage in the weekends, or whatnot. I felt 
like every new instance that we spent together con- 
tained something more than the time before. Every 
new time I saw her, she had something new to offer, 
and I found another reason to love her. I have no 
idea how I made it so long without her. 

There are so many beautiful memories I have of 
her, and they spark every bit of desire in my body. 
Perhaps the thing that I love most about her is her 
generosity; she had so many things to give in so 
many different ways. Right now though, all I want 
is her nurturing love, for her to satiate my needs and 
fulfill my hunger. All I need to is to be in her pres- 
ence, to be absorbed in her comfort. 

As we roll off Route 18 onto the Livingston cam- 
pus, it becomes more real to me that I will soon be 
united with the object of all my most complex and 
intense desires. I cannot wait to be taken in by her 
spacious embrace. Finally, I leave the bus, and walk 
that final walk to see that which I have missed for so 
long. I see her waiting, Olivia. This is the girl who 
will bring me to what I want most. I meet up with 
her, and we exchange pleasantries, and finally we 
cut to the chase, and we walk. Finally, we walk into 
the dining hall, and she swipes me in. I am filled 
with joy as I feel this ultimate beauty and tender- 
ness around me. After these long months of living 
off-campus without a meal plan, I’m back! 

Together, we go over to the burger bar and place 
an order. As I always used to during the prime of 
our relationship, I order a bacon cheeseburger on 
a sesame seed roll, with lettuce, tomato, onion and 
pickles. Of course, there are fries on the side. Finally 
I get my burger, and before taking my first bite, I 
whisper to it “I never want to go this long without 
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seeing you again 
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GIVE ME YOUR 
SOUL AT THE 
INVOLVEMENT FAIR 


BY EDWARD REEP 


Herbert was walking on Livingston Campus, 
having just gotten out of his Introduction 
to Psychology class, when he came across 
a bunch of tables right outside the Student 
Center. It was the Business School Involve- 
ment Fair! And it looked like representatives 
from the ultra-cool Wall Street firm Rosen- 
burg Singh were there, giving out metallic 
water bottles and tote bags that bore their 
logo whilst encouraging Rutgers students to 
come to their internship information sessions. 

Herbert rushed up to their table. “Can I 
have a metallic water bottle and tote bag?” 
he asked. 

“We’re actually leaving in five minutes or 
so,” said the middle-aged lady standing be- 
hind the table. “And we don’t want to have 
to schlep any of this stuff back to Manhattan, 
so please help yourself.” 

Herbert was momentari- 
ly lost in a warm gun. He 


grabbed all the remaining 
tote bags and metallic water 
bottles. There were so many 
he couldn’t count. It was an 
arduous bus ride 


heg” 
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back to his apartment, but by hook or by crook, he man- 
aged. He threw them all on the floor when he walked in 
the door. 

The floor was covered with all sorts of goodies from 
career fairs, involvement fairs, club events, and Chris- 
tian preachers. There were piles of t-shirts, pens, laun- 
dry bags, tote bags, key chains, metallic water bottles, 
cancer-causing plastic water bottles, stress balls, tem- 
porary tattoos, Frisbees, New Testaments, and personal 
care products. He wanted to die at this moment because 
when he looked at his floor, he saw there was not enough 
stuff, not enough giveaways from his time as a Rutgers 
student to make his life meaningful. He dropped down 
to the floor and began to flop around like a fish. He 
grabbed his giveaways and threw them every which way. 
He didn’t have enough. He was at the moment immersed 
in mounds of useful giveaways bearing all sorts of cool 
logos, but he needed more. He would always need more. 
There would never be enough. Every club or company or 
religious sect could give him a promissory note for 1,000 
metallic water bottles, and he’d still crave more. It was 
insatiable. It was a thirst that could never be quenched 
so long as he knew the possibility existed to go to another 
event or fair and get more branded freebies. 

Then Herbert’s roommate Charlie walked in. Charlie 
reflexively picked up a stick of lip balm from the New 
Brunswick Jehovah’s Witnesses. “Can I have this?” 
Charlie asked. 

“Don’t you see they’re trying to kill us?” Herbert said 

to the lip balm, his voice cracking. 

Herbert took off his current shirt, which was a blue 
polo shirt, and instead put on a t-shirt he got from the 
Daily Targum. He then grabbed Charlie’s neck and be- 
gan squeezing violently. 

“You’re hurting me,” said Charlie, and then Charlie 
turned blue and died on account of air not being able to 
get to his lungs. 

Herbert very softly caressed a stress ball made to look 
like a bowling ball he got from the Rutgers Undergradu- 
ate Bowling Society (RUBS). He then said, “I wish I had 
an infinite number of these. Only then could I be ful- 
filled as a human being who made the risky step to go to 


college.” (r) 
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